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"Everyone does what he's able," answered Yegor with
a phlegmy cough. "Go on with your story."
"I 'dropped into the local museum. I walked about and
looked at the things, thinking to myself: where shall -I go
next? I was mad at myself. And hungry as a bear. I went
out and walked down the street feeling pretty low. The
police were looking close at everybody. Well, thinks I,
with a mug like mine I'll soon be dragged before the
judge. Then all of a sudden Pelagea Nilovna comes hurry-
ing towards me. I step aside and follow her. That's all."
"I didn't see you," said the mother guiltily. On closer
scrutiny* she found that Vesovshchikov had grown thinner.
"The comrades'll be worried," said Vesovshchikov,
scratching his head.
"And what about the authorities? Don't you pity
them? They'll also be worried,*' observed Yegor. He
opened his mouth and began to work his lips as though
he were chewing air. "But all joking aside, we've got to
hide you away somewhere, which won't be easy, though
very pleasant. If only I could get up!" He gasped, dropped
his hands on his chest and began to rub it weakly.
"You're looking mighty sick, Yegor Ivanovich," said
Nikolai, dropping his head. The mother sighed and glanced
anxiously about the crowded little room.
"That's my own business," answered Yegor. "Ask him
about Pavel, mother, without putting on any more airs."
Vesovshchikov grinned.
"Pavel's all right. He's well. He's sort of our chief in
there. It's him who talks to the heads and in general
takes command. Everybody thinks a lot of him."
Pelagea nodded her head as she listened to Vesovshchi-
kov and glanced out of the corner of her eye at Yegor's
puffy bluish face. It seemed strangely flat and immobile
and expressionless. But his eyes were lively and cheerful.
"If you could give me something to eat—I'm that hun-
gry!" exclaimed Nikolai suddenly.
"There's some bread up there on the shelf, mother,"
said Yegor. "Then go out into the hall and knock at the

